
The Trage di r 

Good Angels gïsard theefrotn the Boares annoy* 

I-iqe and beget a happy race of Kings: 

Edwards vnhappy fonnes do bid thee floürilh* 

E nier the Gkoff of gftteene -Anne-, kis rvife. 
Richardffhy wife s that wretched Anae thyLWife* 

That neucr flept a quiet houre with thee, 

Novv fils thy fleepe with peruirbations, 

To morrowin the battell thinke on me, 

And fall thy edgelefie fword.difpaireand die.’ 

To R/f&.Thou quiet foule,fieepe thou a quiet fleepe, 
Dreame offucce{Te,and happy viftory, 

Thy aduerfaries wife dpth pray for thee. 

Enter thegbojl of Bucbingkam. 

The firft was I that helptth.ee to the Crowne, 

The la ft.was I that feit thy tyranny, 

O in the battell thinke on Bttskjngham, 

And dieinterrorof thyguiltinefle: 

Dreame on,dreameon,ofbloodydecds and death» 
Fainting dilpaire, difpainng yeild thybreath* 

ToR»vA. I dycd for hope ere I eould lendtheeaid s 
Fut chearethy heart, and benot thou difmayd, 

Gqd and good Angels ftght on Ricbmonds fide. 

And Kicbardi als in hcight of allhispride. 

K. R icbard fiarted out of hts drturnt. 

K. Rick* Giue me another horfe,bind vp my wouncfs 
Haue mercy lefu: ipft I did but dreame- 
O coward confcience, hovv doft thonafflicV me ? 

The lights burqeblevv,k is noc dead midnight: 

Cold fearefull drops ftand on my trembling flefo, 
What do I feare my fclfe? theres noneelie by, 
R/VA^r^loues R ichard, that is Jam I, 

Is therea murtherer here, No. yes,Iira, 

Ihen flie, what from my fclfe ? great reafon why, 

• ieaft I reuenge, What ? my fclfe vpon my fclfe: 
Alackelloue my fclfe, wherefore? for any good 
TJb.at py fclfe hath done vnto my fclfe i 
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of Kfcïïafd tffe ffiirêC 

o uo ï alas T rather hate my fclfe, - 
For hatefull deeds committed by my fclfe s 
I a m a villaine, yea, I lye I am not* 

Fooleof thy fclfe fpeake wellfoole doe not flatter* 
jvly confcience hath a thqufand feuerall tongues. 

And euery tonguè bfings in a feuerall tate* 

And ëuery tak cohdemnes me for a yUlaine's 
Periury, in the higheft degree, 

Murder, fterne murdcr; in the dyrcft degree, ■ 

All feuerall fxnnès, allvfdein each degree, 

Throng all to the Boare, crying ali;guilty,gmltyv 
I (hall difpaire there is' ho créature loues me, 

Andifl die , no fcmle (hall pittic me : 

Andwherefore ftiouldthey ? fince thatï my fclfe, 

Find in my fclfe, no pitty to my fclfe* 

Me thought the foules of all that 1 haue murdred 
Camc to my Tent,and êuery ©ne did threat 
To morrowes vengeancc on the head of Kichard »-' 

Enter Ratcliffe. 

Rut. MJr'Eörd»'' '■ ■ - 

Al/V^.Zoundswho is thère ? 

Rat. My Lord tis I i thé early village Cocfcsi 
Haue thrice donefalutation to themome. 

Yourfriends are vp , and böcklè ontheir armour,’ 

King O Kutetiffi, I haue dream’d a fearefull dreame 
What think'ftthou, wilf ourfriendsproue alltrue ? 

R4.‘. No doubtmy Lord» 

King. O Ratelt fft ï feare i T féarë, 

R<»r. Nay good my Lord be not aftraid offhadowes, 
iCi«|-.Bythe Apoftle Paul, fhadowes tonight 
Haue ftrooke more terrour to the fouIeofRïV»<W 3 
Then can the fubftance of ten thdufènfr'SóhfdierT * 1 
Armed inproofe, and led by {haÏÏoxvRJciïmondj 
Tis not yet neere day comeigoë Vfritfr me , v / 

'Vnder ourTents, Iicplay the evvefc-droppér, 

To heare if any meane to flxrinkë fróm me, 'Mk'éum 

' 1 srut b'.V 11 lil 

Ent er tbs Lords to Richmovdi 
Lords> Good morrow Kiohmond. .r 

Risk 






















